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May be bombarded with radium

And lose their tenacious life;

But out of the slide and in the body,

Perhaps the body perishes too,

Perhaps a body that we loved.

So, when a people perishes,

One organism suffers:

Cut across and you will murder

Roots, plants, grain of the land.

Good and evil and possibility

Existing only like the dreams of the invalid,

In his sickness and pain incredulous:

Saying, c What have I done for this.?

Why did this have to be me ?'

And the doctors soothe and inject morphia

But they have not an answer.

Should I say, life has not our ideas ?

(I have loved beauty and knowledge but not life.)

It does not charge things,

As we charge them, with values and potentialities:

It attaches itself indifferently

To the parasite and the host,

And in the parasite,

In the Rebellious growth

(Because it is simpler)

May have more vigour, even, than in the host.

For I have seen films

Of cancer cells, splitting, stretching,

And doubling, in a mad dance,

Like a dr.eam landscape; these magnified cells,

Their growth speeded up, a day in a second,

Resembling in their tormented profiles

Momentary spotted elephants:

And I have seen films of war, bombs